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JEFFERSON HOWARD EDMONDS. Address, 229 E. 29th St., New 
York, N.Y. 10016. 

OWEN EDMONDS. Address, 5020 Lahoma St., Dallas, Texas 75235. 

THOMAS HARNEY EGAN, JR. Address, 43 Shcrbon St., Arlington, 
Mass. 02174. 

BURTON MAURICE EGG AN. Address, 402 Campbell, Geneva, 111. 60134. 

CHARLES WILLIAM ELIOT, III: Director of Redevelopment. Home 
Address, 1615 Franklin St., Columbus, Ind. 47201. Office Address, 223 
Third St., Columbus, Ind. Married, Johanna Garfield, June 19, 1954, 
Bellport, N.Y. Children, Jennifer G., Aug. 24, 1956; Abigail B., Sept. 20, 
1959; Rebecca D., March 6,1962; Stephanie A., April 26,1964. 

From May, 1961 to May, 1966, I was Assistant Director of Urban 
Renewal in Manchester, New Hampshire. Since May of 1966 I have 
been Director of the Columbus Redevelopment Commission, Columbus, 
Indiana. 

VANCE SWOPE ELLIOTT. Address, 1826 Sixth St., Berkeley, Calif. 
94710. 

JACK THOMAS ELLIS: Physician. Home Address, 1514 Sixth Ave., 
San Francisco, Calif. 94122. Office Address. Langley Porter Neuropsychi¬ 
atric Institute. Married, Mary E. Boyd, July 31, 1956, Waterloo, Iowa. 
Children, Michele, Dec. 4, 1951; Megan, Oct. 29, 1955; Michael, March 13, 
1957. 

1962-1966, Director of Public Health Service, Indian Hospital, Crown- 
point, New Mexico. Since July, 1966, I have been a resident in psychiatry, 
a student again. Major interests, besides food and wine, are still music, 
reading, conversation, p>eople and such places as the New Mexico desert. 

Life has been full so far, and obstinately rigorous, with fewer disap¬ 
pointments than I anticipated in 1952; but I am glad that I am an 
adult now and not just a child, and I suspect that I shall be ready 
to die by the end of the century, at the rate our society is becoming 
rationalized. 

ROBERT JOHN AUGUSTINE ELLRICH: Professor. Office Address, 
Dept, of Romance Languages & Literature, University of Washington, 
Seattle, Wash. 98105. 

I am professing French literature here at the University of Washington, 
with occasional forays out into Dante and Comparative Literature. I 
have published several articles and reviews (mainly on Diderot) and 
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have just finished a monograph on Rousseau and a translation from 
the same author that should appear next fall. 

This is my third year at Washington, and really, it doesn t rain all 
the time in Seattle. In fact, while the East was having its blizzard 
this winter, I was out playing tennis. 

Upon my arrival here, I found that the Northwest Trail had already 
been blazed by Lionel J. Friedman, ’43, who turned out to be an alumnus 
not only of Harvard, but of Dunster House (as myself) and of Dunster 
J-41 (again as myself). Our colleagues here have still to understand the 
peculiar bond that seems to exist between us, and we still occasionally 
drive them away from the lunch table with talk of Master Fair, Mrs. 
“D,” etc. 


DANIEL ELLSBERG. Address, American Embassy, APO, San Fran¬ 
cisco, Calif. 96243. Divorced. Children, Robert Boyd, Dec. 13, 1955; Mary 
Carroll, Nov. 29,1958. 

I am writing this on my thirty-sixth birthday, lying in a Bangkok nursing 
home with hepatitis, f^ng._a_considcrable_tuming^-p^^ life. The 

alternatives before me are to s tay OT_iDJthe_gQ.YCrnjncnl_m_V_ictnank-OC ■ 

to return, home Jjox«carch_ andjconsulting: a. chpicc_bc^cej^th^eng^ine- 

ro om an d the bcH y o f the whale. 

1 came here two weeks ago to rest for a few days and think out these 
issues while everyone was at the Guam Conference. After a few days in 
Thailand my sudden need for rest took a new color—saffron—and 1 have 
had more time to think things through than I expected, as I lie watching 
dextrose solution dripping into my veins. But the prospect, now, of several 
months of light physical activity pretty much prejudices the decision. 
TVf grf this, 1 would al most suts^ly_havc J 5 ^tayed_ cjn,_probahly _as_spccial 
assIstanTto the incoming chief for civil operations, a long acquaintance, 
RoberTTCdmef; aftef eighteen monthcln WTet nam, and a go^ deal of 
travet~in~ the countryside, I ha ve a fcthng of ^ r tsponsibility^bout lielping 
thi TnewTeam that is arriving. But since the Hepatitis wIU Tcnock me out 
of th^eayiei:IficE-work^niLJwhichJ_had becn-Spccializing (Lhad rcceotly 

been ra king part, w i th partic ular_Bcrsojia]_satisfactLan,—as—participant 

observer in co mbat ope rati ons with US units, fin all y capping after . t e n 
years-a^oinc^at unfulfilied career as a Marine platoon leader and com¬ 
pany comtnander in pcac«ime), I haye yirtually decided to go home, 
and make my contribuj ^n to the Vietna m p roblem we all share fro m_th!^e. 

I’ll sp'encl the next month or so of bed-rest working in Saigon, writing 
down for the new arriyals what I haye to say about Vietnam. Then in 
May or June I’ll go back to the Santa Monica area, to be near my children 
(Robert, 11, and Mary, 8, in Brentwood) and to take up research again 
at the Rand Corporation. If I am, in effect, inyalided out of Vietnam in 
time to attend the Class Reunion—a pleasant thought—I’ll unburden rny- 
self on our plight oyer h ere oyer a Jbeer (no, damn it: that’s out) at 
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Cronin’s, or the current equivalent in the Square (coffee-house? Say, if 1 
keep the beard I’ve started growing in the hospital, I’ll look more con¬ 
temporary than any of you. Gp/_to^et back.) \ 

Now that I think of it, when I last wrote these Class notes (I was late 
then, too) I was facing virtually the same pair of alternatives, from the 
other direction: whether to stay at the Rand Corporation (where I was 
spending my thjrtyjifii^t^birthday, among other days and nights, trying to 

fmish_aJPhXLJthesisjDn_sjuibjeaiyejrobabilitj^ir^um£_for iTi^y Tenth Re¬ 
union). or go to Washington, where iTia d sp ent mos^of_l^T_consultmg 
at DOD, State and the Whit e Hous e. 

I cohjnuedL to con suin^961-63,Jm43ardcu^^^^ working on policy state¬ 
ments on .stratcgic-sy^ems-and-44 ATOt On Octqber_2^ 1%2 J^h^night 
of the President’s speech on the missiles io Cuba^I was called to W^sn- 
ingfoiY as~a consultant, wherenT worked without much sleep _fpr tlie_ne>a 
week:"as^rnernber of I^D and State working ^roups^ the crisis._IJeit 
with~ arTintenl e interest in the analysis of hjg^hjgvd_decision:iiiakmg-iii- 
internationai crises, and when I ca me to Washington in 1964 it was to 
urTdertake jointly sponsored by State/D efense/CIA/White House, 

with^^rnb rned^access, ot just this pro blem. I spent the next nine months \ 
in Various sub-basement documents saferooms, reading mainly about the 
Cuba n cr isis (Schlesinger and Sorenson, I not e, don t know, or don t tell, 
thcJialLof it). 

In September, with my findings completed but only partially reported 
(thlnTi^ ahead: but still classified, despite the Schlesinger-Sorenson ques- j 
tionable precedent), I entered thcjgoyc rnment a s sp ecial as sistan t (GS-18 ) j 
to John MrNaiightonj^assi^ secretary of Defe nse for Int^rumonal, 
Scc^ty Affairs. Af ^a year, day and night, reading an d respondin^to| 
cables and intelligen^e^n Vi ctnanTTTTe lt ^ma^d deningly ( and yrrectly, as\ ( M ^ 
I nbw^see ) that neither X^or the others around me, re adingJlhejamc^ ^ 
cabrc ^Tcnevv^r cou l d learn from all t his traffic, any of the thingy^^at I V> 

needed knowin g about South Vi etnam. (I tried, repre^nting the govern- . 
ment in Teach-ins that spring at Antioch, NYU, Harvard and Washing- [ 
ton, to communTcateTi dnes tly some of the complexities, and my own 
uncertainties, to audience s of cridcal sjuden^s: earning the tribute, as 
much as T’dlioped foiT^fro^ a number of them after my remarks: “Now 
I’m confused ... I thought I knew what we should do . . .”) 

ThaLjntellectual frustration , plus a sense of responsibility for _Jjaying 
finally urged (however marginal my impact) U.S. troop co rnmijtrncniL in 
thFs~p'rThg oFT%!>7 ^ to think of going to Vietnam ^ wo rk. When 

I TSrned^lir Wajor^ Edward Lansdafe, who^'bacT^round and 
thoughts I knew and respected, was finally being sent back to ‘Vietnam, 

I vo lunteered to go with him . Rather quixotically, he accepted me: as 
an *^p prenfi^” member of a small group of his old, ex pcricnced--an4 
truste d associates from the campaign against the H u ks in the Philippin es 
andlrom the 1954-56 period in Vietnam. 
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Although I had offered to accept any rank in joining his team, I was 
transferred from DOD to State as an FSR-MIn the gov ernment system, 
this YaHks like GS-18, equlvaj^t tcy lieutenant generaij which considerably 
perplexes peo{^e wbo liappen to discover my grade, since in this milieu 
my qualifications for such a pay-rate do not leap out at them.) However, 
as a true beginning in the operations we were attempting, my 
has been properly menial for most of my time here: distinctly down in 
the engine-room rather than the bridge, and, it soon turned out, in a 
small, lonely ship in the convoy. 

rmj)roud to h ave served with Lansdalc,^ and I’ve learned fully as rnu^ch 
as rTioped: and learned to care deeplyjor this tortured country^ 

(whose countryside, I think, is the most beautiful in the ^^rld: a fact 
that rarely seems to be mentioned), its children, its people and their future. 

But much of the khbwTedge is painful; I don’t seem to have the tempera¬ 
ment of a pathologist. ^ ^ 1 L |£ 

IrhaTb^en, mos^i_it,_an_intcnsely-ir nstr a t iD g -aiid-sacL ye a r and a^-balf, 
though with'a'good deal of excitement andjT^m^Ls__pfJl^^ (A letter I\ 
wrote ^vlng my impressions after the first several weeks was repro¬ 
duced under the title “Vietnam Diary,” anonymously, in The Reporter, 
about February, 1966, the proceeds going to the family of a friend, men- j 
tioned in the piece, who had just been killed.) rpL.m Qrc convinced _than 
I could have been before that Lansdale’s basic thoughts jpn political de- 
vTffi^pmpnt, on nationalistic and democratic rivalry \vith Communists_tpr 
leadership of revolutionary^ forces, and on counterguerrilla tactics arc 
sound, relevant toWiefha m, and de sp ^tcly needed here; but^on eot\ 
them arel)eing applied, irT any degree (until the elections of last September \ ^ 
and the ensuing political developments, on which I am pinning my hopes).y ^ 
When Deputy Ambassador Po rter w as put in charge of the newly created 
Office oFCivil Operations (consolidating the field operations of AID, 
JUSPAO and CIA) last December, I accepted a loosely defined post, with 
Lansdalc’s approval, as Port er’s special ass istant, a job that has kept me 
largely in the field siheeThen. Assuming that is now closed off for me 
at least for several months, I shall probably make my way back to Santa 
Monica in May or June, perhaps via Cambridge. 

I have overstayed my hour of sitting up, slouched in a resort chair with 
my portable on my knees; I feel I should be asking somebody up to get 
me a Grant’s, except that nobody is supposed to give me any Grant’s for 
another six months or so. Back to bed; I think they arc coming now, 
with my yoghurt and glucose. . . . 

EVERETT ALLAN EMERSON: Staff Engineer. Home Address, 52 
Second St., Manhattan Beach, Calif. 90266. Office Address, TRW Systems, 

1 Space Park, Redondo Beach, Calif. 90278. Married, Marlene Dittrich, 

Feb. 22, 1%1, Mexico City, Mexico. Children, Everett D., March 15, 
1962; George A., May 13,1963; Elizabeth S., Feb. 7,1966. 




















































































